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The big snake would not 
loosen its grip on Eddie's 
hand. Page 16 


Clubcraft 


With a little practice you 
could be a PIC-E-U-NEE 
champ. Page 14 
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Bivouac 


The Trailblazers burrow into 
a snowhouse. Page 9 


Network 


Another job for our ace 
reporters. Do you have the 
stomach for it? Page 22 


CHARGE! 


IT'S 1985. Big deal, you might 
say. Just another year. Besides, 
the New Year's party is over and 
it's time to get on with business, 
right? Exactly right. And that's 
when it gets exciting. 

First there's Super Camp 
1985. During the General Con- 
ference session in New Orleans, 
five youth camps across the 
North American Division will 
open their doors to Pathfinders 
from all over the world. You can 
be there too. 

Then history will be made at 
Camp Hale, Colorado, as the 
first division-wide Pathfinder 
Camporee gets under way in 
July. More than 15,000 campers 
are expected to attend this 
once-in-a-lifetime event. You 
won't want to miss this, either. 

And finally, on a much larger 
scale; 1985 has been declared 
the International Year of Youth 
bythe United Nations. You area 
part of this as well. 

Nineteen eighty-five is just 
another year, it's true. But what 
an opportunity it holds. As at no 
other time in history, the eyes of 
the world are on you. The party 
might be over, all right. But the 
adventure is just beginning. 


Leo Ranzolin 


Director, General Conference 
Youth Department 
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Lao SUMMER the NAD 
Pathfinder Camporee planning 
committee met at Camp Hale, 
Colorado, to do further work on 
the 1985 Camporee. Their major 
concerns were the location of 
camping sites, activity and 
assembly areas, and suitable 
spots for service and operations 
tents. 


Ron Stretter 
Pathfinder Specialty Chairman 
North American Youth Ministries 


The union youth directors or 
their representatives were on 
hand to select the camping sites 
and locate the divisionwide 
assembly area. This is where the 
evening programs and Sabbath 
services will be presented. To 
make sure everyone can see 
what happens on the stage, a 
large television screen (fourteen 
feet tall, eighteen feet wide) is to 


be mounted behind the platform. 
Video coverage of the activities 
will be projected on this screen 
for all to enjoy 

Details on these items, plus a 
revised map of the camping and 
activity areas, will be coming to 
you as an update to your Club 
Director's Manual. If you don't 
have a copy of this manual or 
need more information, contact 
the youth department of your 
local conference. 

Please read the Club Director's 
Manual carefully. It presents a 
detailed understanding of the 
plans and preparations for the 
camporee. This camporee 


* CAMP HALE: 


1 INCH EQUALS Va MILE 


ABOVE: Relief map of the White Rivei 
National Forest shows Vail, Leadville, and 
the Camp Hale valley. 


promises to be a real highlight 
for our Pathfinders. It is our goal 
to help them see how they can 
find the joy in “Adventures in 
Service” by being “Adventurers 
for Christ." See you there. 
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LEFT: Ron Stretter, Dan Savino, and Les Pitton point out activity 
locations for Camp Hale. 


LEFT: Ralph Peay, 
vouth director for the Southern Union, 
admires the scenery from the valley floor. 
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Granite buttresses of Homestake Peak 
dyvaridhe program committee standing at the location 
of the maitr assembly area. - 


Photos: Mark Ford 


Kelli's boot slid over the ice- 
covered rocks. She grappled for 
a handhold as she fell, but the 
snow came apart in her hands. 
Silently she disappeared over 
the edge. 


By Mark Ford 


A SNOW HIKE!” 


Kelli exclaimed. “That's great! 
When do we leave?" JoAnn 
waved her hand and sat down on 
the couch beside her. 

"There's something you should 
know." she said. She hesitated a 
moment, then went on. “This 
trip is sponsored by my 
Pathfinder Club. It's a church 
outing.” 

“Oh, you're kidding!” Kelli 
rolled her eyes and groaned. 
JoAnn and Kelli were next-door 
neighbors—and best friends. 
They both worked the same jobs 
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ME ALONE" 


after school. They wore the same 
kind of clothes. They even 
looked alike. They were together 


on everything . . . that is, almost 
everything. Kelli wasn't a 
Christian. 


“VIl bet they'll pray and read 
the Bible and everything," Kelli 
said glumly. 

JoAnn nodded. “And more.” 

Kelli laughed. ‘I should have 
known there was a catch," she 
said, playfully punching her 
friend’s arm. “But I'll put up with 
just about anything to hike in the 
snow. What.a kick!" 

“You mean you'll go?" JoAnn 
asked. 

"Sure, why not? Just remember 
one thing." Kelli leaned forward 
and held a finger in JoAnn's face. 
“Im going so | can hike. | don't 
want any of your religion." 

Early the next morning the two 
girls were tramping up a 
snow-covered mountain in 
western Virginia. There had been 
a heavy snowfall the previous 
day. But the weather was perfect 
for hiking. After a long uphill 
climb the group finally arrived at 


Nlustration: Richard Steadham 


a vvide, tree-lined meadovv. 

“It's gorgeous!" Kelli 
exclaimed, looking back over the 
valley below. “Just think," she 
mused. "Most people never get 
to see this kind of beauty. What 
a shame!” 

JoAnn nodded. "God knew 
what He was doing, all right.” 
Kelli shot a sidelong glance at 
her, then turned around. 

The junior counselor built a 
small fire near a boulder, and 
everyone huddled around it to 
get warm. They sang a couple of 
songs, and the club director rose 
to his feet. He reached into his 
coat pocket and pulled out a 
small Bible 

"| think now would be a good 
time for our morning worship,” 
he said turning the pages. Kelli 
sighed as she stood up, dusted 
the snow from her jeans, and 
started up the trail. 

“Kelli, we're supposed to 
stay." JoAnn pulled on her arm 
“It's all part of the deal.” 

"Not for me." She jerked her 
arm back. “I told you | didn't 
want any of your religion. | wish 
you'd get that through your 
head." She walked away, 
following the path along the 
summit ridge. 

"Why does she keep bothering 
me with her religion?" Kelli 
mumbled to herself. She thrust 
her hands deep into her pockets. 
"Why is she always so pushy?" 

That wasn't fair, and she knew 
it. JoAnn wasn't really the pushy 
one. More often than not it was 
Kelli herself who made a big deal 
out of religion. Always flying off 
the handle about it, just like 
now. But why? 

“Jesus is for pansies," she 
remembered saying once. 
"People who are scared of living. 
Well, I’m not scared." 
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She shivered as an icy blast of 
vvind tugged at her coat. Big talk, 
she thought. Actually, she vvas 
more afraid than she vvould ever 
admit. The older she got, the 
more complicated things 
became. Maybe that's why she 
got so upset at JoAnn. Maybe she 
really did need God. 

She walked to the edge of the 
ridge and stared at the valley far 
below. 

“But don't want to be a 
Christian!" she said out loud. 
"'|'m the boss of my life; can't 
she understand thatë” She 
clenched her fists and looked at 
the sky. 

"Can't You understand that, 
God? Just leave me alone!" She 
stamped her foot and turned 
quickly away. 

But she slipped. 

Just beneath the crusty blanket 
of snow the rocks were covered 
with ice, and her boot slid over 
their smooth surface. She 
dropped to her knees and 
grappled for a handhold, but the 
snow came apart in her hands. 
Then silently she disappeared 
over the edge. 


HE Pathfinder leader had just 

finished reading when they 
heard Kelli's cries. Everyone 
rushed back up the trail. 

“She's down there!" the 
director called, pointing over the 
cliff's edge. "We'll have to go 
around." 

JoAnn reached her first. She 
found her crumpled against a 
large boulder, moaning. 

“Kelli!” she cried. “Kelli, are 
you all right?" She carefully lifted 
her friend’s arm and brushed the 
snow from her face. 


Kelli groaned. “Oh, my foot! | 
think | broke my foot.” She 
raised herself up on one elbow 
and winced. "Ouch! Better yet, | 
think | broke my body." 

"What happened?" 

"^| fell." Kelli pointed upward. 

"From up there?" JoAnn 
looked up to the crest of the 


Sa = aa 
“God doesn't do 
things for people 
because they're 
good. He does them 
because He's good." 


ridge forty feet above them. “Oh 
Kelli! You could have been 
killed.” 

“Just lucky, | guess," she 
answered. 

"Lucky?" JoAnn was 
unbelieving. “Kelli, it's a 
miracle! You didn't even get 


"That's enough!" Kelli shot 
back. “None of this miracle stuff. 
I tell you I was lucky. It's that 
simple." 

“But Kelli ——" 

“Hey! Everyone over here! | 
found them.” The club director 
knelt down beside Kelli and 
brushed the snow from her 
jacket. “Are you OK?” 

She nodded. “My foot hurts. | 
think I broke it.” 

Two boys from the group 
made a makeshift stretcher with 
some pine boughs and carried 
Kelli back up the ridge. At the 
campfire the director carefully 
removed Kelli's boot and 
examined her ankle. 

"^| don't think it's broken," he 


said finally. "Maybe a bad 
sprain. But in any case you're 
quite fortunate. You could have 
broken your neck.” He stood up. 
“We'll need to head back and let 
a doctor look you over. But first 
he motioned to the group. “Im 
convinced God has been with us 
today. I'd like to take a minute 
and thank Him for taking care of 
Kelli." Everyone knelt in the 
snow around Kelli, and the 
director offered a short prayer of 
thanks. 

Afterward they packed up their 
things and headed back down 
the mountain. 

"Nothing's broken here," the 
doctor said, holding the X-ray up 
to the light. “But that's a pretty 
bad sprain. You'd better stay off 
it for at least a week." He 
dropped the film into a folder 
and walked over to the door. 
“I'm going to get some elastic 
bandages for you. It'll make you 
more comfortable. Be back in a 
minute.” 

"Oh, what a relief," JoAnn 
said after he left. 

"Yeah, | know what you 
mean.” Kelli sat up on the table 
and sighed. “Too bad we had to 
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come back so early. | was just 
starting to have fun.” 

"We'll do it again, I'm sure.” 
Then she hesitated. “That is, if 
you want to.” 


Ke was quiet for a minute. 


"You know," she said 
finally. “I’ve been thinking about 
what you said—that God worked 
a miracle for me.” 

Startled, JoAnn looked around 
at her friend. 

“But | don't see how it's 
possible," she went on. "God 
works miracles only for good 
people. People like you. I’m not 
that way." 

"Oh, Kelli,” JoAnn answered, 
“you are too.” 


"You don't understand," Kelli 
said. "Do you know what 
happened on that ridge just 
before | fell? | told God to leave 
me alone—that | didn't want 
anything to do with Him. In fact, 
I got so angry that | lost my 
balance and fell. Don't you see? 
God couldn't have worked a 
miracle for me.” 

“But, Kelli"—]JoAnn took hold 
of her arm— “that’s just it! God 
doesn't do things for people 
because they're good. He does 
them because He's good. It's the 
way He is. You don't have to 
earn His favors; He loves you 
already.” 

“Kelli frowned. “Religion’s not 
that easy.” 


“Of course it is," JoAnn said. 
"You're the one making it hard." 
"| don't know.” She leaned 
forward on the table. “I've got to 

think about it.” 

"Well, be sure to think about 
it a lot." JoAnn pointed her 
finger. “You've got to give God a 
chance.” 

"Yeah, yeah. All right 
already.” Kelli pushed her hand 
away. “You're beginning to 
sound like a preacher or 
something.” She laughed and 
nudged JoAnn in the ribs. “Say, 
I'm getting hungry." 

JoAnn smiled. "Yeah, me too. 
Let's eat.” m" 


GO FAST 


+P 


Everybody loves them. That's 
why Pathfinder Cookies are the 
perfect fund-raiser for your club. 

Pathfinder Cookies are easy to 
sell. They're delicious and health- 
ful. They're completely free of 
additives and preservatives. And 
they come in a colorful box 
decorated with pictures of Path- 
finders. 

Find out how your club can earn 
money for the camporee or other 
projects. Ask your director to call 
Mrs. Richards at 305-322-3912, or 
write to The House of Bread, Box 
1393, Sanford, Florida 32771. 
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GOTTA Keep CLEAR 


OF PEOPLE, you KNOW, ZA 
THEY CAN ee Et 
i £ 
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Jena wants to get her amphibians and reptiles honor. WO 

But she’s afraid. She thinks touching frogs or toads will R H. 
give her warts. Actually, tiny viruses living in the cells 

of the skin cause warts to grow. But since the rough, 

bumpy skin of the toad does resemble warts, ITS SALT 
superstitious people have imagined they must be the 


cause. Happily for the toad, there's no connection. 

Pete just discovered an ancient 
Roman treasure. No, he's not in 
Italy. He’s in the kitchen. The 
treasure? Salt. In ancient Rome 
salt was so scarce it became 
very valuable. It was so precious 
that Julius Caesar even paid his 
soldiers with salt instead of 
money. Today, we get our term 
“salary'—or wages—from the 
Have you molted yet? Insects and Latin word sal, which means salt. 
snakes aren't the only ones who 
shed their skins periodically. People 
do too. That's right. You shed your 
skin continually and replace it with 
an entirely new layer once every 
twenty-eight days. 


If making a tripito Colorado in July seems like a 
long way to go, think about this: Arctic terns are 
the champion long-distance travelers. 

Hach year they travel from their island homes in 
the Arctic Ocean to the opposite end of the 
world—the Antarctic. That's a distance of more 
than eleven thousand miles. After going all that 
way, you'd think they'd want to stay 

awhile. Not so. Only a few short months later 
they pack their bags and fly back—to start all 
over again. 


Gor o cold2iBe'sure ro use a 
~~ handkerchief when you “AH-CHOO"! 
Sneezes are the fasresr way ro 
spread a virus. Droplets from a 
sneeze have been clocked ar speeds 
(f of more than 100 miles per hour, 
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Pathfinders know that drinking plenty 
of water is important for good health. 
But how much should you drink? You 
decide. If you spend a lot of time 
indoors studying, you'll probably lose 
about a quart of water a day. If you're 
outside playing hard most of the time, 
you could lose up to twenty quarts. 
That's about five gallons! 
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Cardboard, usin, Piece 


DI of stiff 
8 1" squares 

Copy the design 
e as shown and 


Th 
template, "5 ÎS Your paddle 


Place the template on top of 
the plywood and trace around 
its edges. The line you draw 
will be your cutting guide for 
the paddle. 


TABLE 
TENNIS 


ANYONE ey You don't need a table or a partner with 
. 


this new game idea. Just 
follow these easy directions and you'll have the whole game 
right in the palm of your hand. 
Of course, you don't have to play alone. Take turns with a 
friend. See who can keep the ball bouncing the longest. It's a 
great indoor game for those long, cold afternoons. 
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How would you like to star in a cliff-hanger? The Trailblazers did. Seven 
00 Pathfinders from this Denver, Colorado, club went with Allan Williamson, 
Rocky Mountain youth director, to Camp Hale this past summer. Led by Ted 


and Carol Billings of the Vail School of Mountaineering, they climbed up the side of 
Homestake Peak. This 13,209-foot mountain forms the western border of the Camp Hale 
Valley. Why all the effort? For you. The Trailblazers were used as models in one of a series of 


posters for the 1985 Camporee. A breathtaking experience, right? Well, 
maybe. Though the photographs give the illusion of great height, there 
was no real danger. Their most daring feats were performed only a few 


feet above the ground. 


ABOVE: The Denver and Rio 
Grande railroad tunnels through 
the granite cliffs of Homestake 
Mountain. A nice shortcut for'the 
Trailblazers on their way to thesi 


top. FI E 


More than 2,500 Pathfinders from the Columbia 
Q : - Union gathered on a Pennsylvania hillside for the 
. Shawnee Camporee. Some called it a tune-up 
N ` for Camp Hale. It was a weekend for big 
i ideas 
b Despite the chilly nights, campers en- 
A , joved canoeing, stories by Uncle Dan 
and Aunt Sue, frisbee golf, and a fire 
engine display. But the longest event 
came on Sabbath. Lining up for dress 
inspection, the Pathfinders formed a 
parade that stretched more than a mile 
If this camporee is any indication, it 
looks like the Columbia 
Union Pathfinders 
arerevved up and 
ready to go to 
Camp Hale 
next summer. 


^Watch it, he'll bitet” Bill shouted. Too 
late. The snake twisted around and sank 
its teeth firmly into Eddie’s hand. 


E. LOWERED HIMSELF 
over the loose stone wall and 
down into the brush. His brother 
Bill followed closely behind him. 
They were looking for something 
most people try to avoid—a 
snake. 

“Try those rocks," Eddie 
called, pointing to the wall 
behind them. “I'm going to look 
over here.” 

Bill worked his way over the 
smooth stones, pulling up first 
one, then another, vvithout 
success. All he found vvere 
crickets and long-legged spiders. 
"Nothing much here." he 
muttered to himself. 

“| found one! Hurry, Bill!" 
Eddie was bending over a large, 
hollow log lying half buried in 
the bushes. Bill ran to his side. 

The largest garter snake either 
of them had ever seen slithered 
rapidly through the leaves. 

“What a catch!" Eddie said, 
untying his canvas snakebag. 
“It's three feet long at leasti” 

“We haven't caught it yet,” 
said Bill. 

“Get in front of him.” Eddie 
waved to his brother. ‘I'll grab 
him from behind.” Bill moved 
around, stamping his feet at the 
big snake. It stopped crawling 
and raised its head in a 
threatening stance. Quickly Eddie 
grabbed at its neck. Just as he 
did, the snake lunged at Bill. 
Eddie came up holding it 
squarely in the middle. 

“Watch it, he'll bitet” Bill 


shouted. Too late. The snake 
twisted around and sank its teeth 
firmly into Eddie’s hand. 
“Yeow!” Eddie had been 
bitten by garter snakes several 
times before. But never one as 
large as this. "That really hurts! 
"Don't drop him," Bill said, 
holding up the canvas bag. 
“We've got to get him in here.” 
“How?” Eddie asked 
anxiously. “He won't let go.” 
The big snake showed no sign of 
loosening its grip on Eddie's * 
hand, even when both boys tried 
prying it off. Finally, they 
covered the snake—and Eddie's 
hand—with the canvas bag and 
headed down the trail. 
“Let's find Dr. Murdoch,” Bill 
ad “He'll be able to get it 
off." 


R. MURDOCH, science 

teacher and close friend of 
the two, was leaning against his 
car near the roadside when the 
boys found him. 

"Look at what we caught,” 
Eddie announced pulling off the 
canvas cover. 

"Oh!" Dr. Murdock said, 
surprised. Then he chuckled, “It 
looks like it caught you.” 

“We can't get it off.” Bill 
shrugged. “it won't let go.” 

"Snakes will sometimes do that 
when they're scared," Dr. 
Murdoch said. “It's the only 
defense they have. Especially 
against something as terrifying as 
you." 


“Vd be scared, too.” Bill 
laughed. 


"But it hurts." Eddie grimaced. 


"Look, my fingers are stafting to 
turn blue." His whole hand 
looked puffy and swollen. No 
garter snake had ever hurt like 
that, and Eddie was worried. 

"You'll have to let it go, I'm 
afraid." Dr. Murdoch told them. 
"Put your hand on the ground 
and let its body feel something 
under it. It should release itself 
then." 

“But it's the biggest garter 
snake we've ever caught," Bill 
protested. 

“It's either that or wait," Dr. 
Murdoch ansvvered. 

"Maybe we could wait for just 
a little while," Bill offered. 

"Ow!" Eddie gritted his teeth. 
“What do you mean, ^we'?" He 
lowered his hand onto the grass 
by the car. “I want this thing off 
now." As if on cue, the big 
snake loosed its hold and darted 
into the brush by the road. 

"Well, there it goes," Bill said 
sadly. 

“Good riddance," added 
Eddie, rubbing his hand. Angry 
red streaks outlined the teeth 
marks that dotted his palm and 
thumb. And the blue 
discoloration had spread to his 
wrist. 

"| don't like the looks of this, 
Eddie," Dr. Murdoch said, 
examining the bite, "You could 
be having a venom reaction." 

“Huh?” Bill was puzzled. 
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“| thought garter snakes 
weren't poisonous," Eddie said. 

“Well, that's true most of the 
time," Dr. Murdoch replied. 
“But garter snakes have been 
known to cause venom reactions 
like this. Especially when they 
hang on for as long as that one 

id.” 

“You mean garter snakes are 
poisonous?” The boys were truly 
surprised. 

“Not exactly,” Dr. Murdoch 
went on. “Garter snakes have a 
mild toxin in their saliva that 
helps them in capturing prey. 
Normally, when a person is 
bitten by one, it's a short, quick 
bite, and very little venom has 
time to enter the wound. But in 
this case"—he pointed to Eddie's 
swollen hand—"'it hung on much 
longer. Apparently a lot more got 
in than usual.” 

“Uh-oh!” Eddie’s eyes were 
wide. “What can we do?" 

“Let's go on over to the 
hospital.” Dr. Murdoch opened 
the car door and let the boys in. 
“If nothing else, it will set our 
minds at ease." 


T TOOK more than three 

hours to get back to town. By 
the time they arrived in the 
emergency room, Eddie's hand 
was the size of a softball. 
Greenish streaks were running up 
his forearm. 

“Ouchi That's quite a 
snakebite.” A white-coated 
physician bent over Eddie's arm. 
“Do you know what kind it 
was!" 

“A garter snake," the boys 
responded in unison. 

“Are you sure?” asked the 
doctor. 

“Yeah! It was a big one,” Bill 


said. “And it hung on for a long 
time.” 

“The only vvay vve could get it 
off was to lay it on the ground," 
Eddie explained, “so we had to 
let it go.” 

“Well, that's fortunate,” the 
doctor said, writing some things 
on the chart. “You have quite a 
venom reaction going there. But I 
think with a little rest and 
attention, you'll be good as 
new." 

“You mean I’m not going to 
die?" Eddie asked, relieved. 

"No," the doctor laughed. 
“I'm afraid not. But you boys 
should be careful how you 
handle snakes.” 

“1 told you not to grab him 
like that,” Bill said knowingly. 

“You're the one who made 


him jump. I'd have had him if 


The doctor waved a hand. 
"Now hold on." He motioned 
Bill into a nearby chair. “The 
thing is, you two need to be 
more careful. Snakes are 
fascinating animals, but they 
must be treated with respect. 
Every snake should be 
considered poisonous until 
proved otherwise. Unless you're 
an expert, it's the only smart 
course.” 

"Well, one thing is for sure,” 
Eddie said, rubbing his arm. “I’m 
not going to be picking up any 
more snakes for a while." 

"That's a good idea,” the 
doctor replied. 

“I'm going to let Bill do it!” m 


^| can hardly move," he 
yelled. 

“Well, no wonder," Tex said. 
“You look like a blimp. Are you 
sure you need all those clothes?" 

“1 don't know," MacPherson 
answered. “I just don't want to 
get cold when we're snow 
camping.” 

“Well, come on,” said Tex. 
“Let's get going.” 

The Trailblazers set off through 
a dense, snovy-covered 
vvoodland. Fresh animal tracks 
dotted the trails, and fluffy jays 
screeched from the trees 
alongside. Finally, after several 
hours walking, they came to a 
broad meadow. 

“OK, gang! Here's our 
camping spot," Tex yelled from 
up ahead. "There's plenty of 
snow piled here. It'll be perfect 
for making a snowhouse." 

“A snowhouse!" Toby 
exclaimed. “You mean we're 
going to sleep in a pile of snow? 
Where's our tent? We're going to 
freeze.” 

"You won't freeze," said Tex. 
"Plus we didn't bring any tents. 
Come on and give me a hand." 

Tex, Toby, and the rest of the 
Trailblazers began heaping snow 
into two large mounds. 

"Help me pack down this top 


layer of snow,” Tex said. "We've 


got to make sure the roof is 


Macpherson zipped up his 
parka. It felt snug over all his (3 
layers of clothes. 


strong enough to hold a layer of 
snow. The air will harden it even 
more.” 

Bovvline began digging into 
one of the mounds. 

“Heyl He's going to wreck our 
snowhouse,’’ MacPherson said. 

“No, he's not," Wendy 
answered. “He's just helping to 
dig the door.” 

“He’s a pretty smart dog, too,” 
Tex added. “That's just where 
the door should be. The wind 
can't blow and cover it with 
snow when we're inside.” 

Wendy and Jena began 
scooping the snow out of the 
other mounds. By digging 
carefully with the shovel, they 
soon had a room large enough 


for both of them. 
Bowline, the dog, 
and Mrs. Kelinsky, the 
counselor. 

4 Pete grabbed the 
shovel and began digging into 
the other mound. He scooped 
out the snow until there was a 
small room just large enough for 
the four boys. 

Mac crawled through the door 
with his pack and sleeping bag. 
He placed a large plastic sheet 
down on the snow, then placed 
his bag and pack on top. “Oh,” 
he laughed, "'this is going to be 
so much fun. It's like sleeping in 
an igloo.” 

“Wow, this is really great.” 
Toby snuggled deeper into his 
bag. "Who'd ever thought snow 
camping could be this much fun 
and this warm.” 

“You're right,” joined in 
MacPherson. “It isn't hard to stay 
warm if you know what to do.” m 
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I'm a member of the Sun Basin 
Pathfinder Club. I'm 14 years old 
and like reading, making friends, 
and visiting different countries. 


Renee Wolters 
Route 14, Box 217-E 
Cookeville, Tennessee 38501 


Roller skating, gymnastics, horses, 
and softball are my favorite hob- 
bies. | belong to the Cookeville 
Pathfinder Club, and I’m 12 years 


Tina Brayfield 
Route 1, Box 545 
Fredericktown, Missouri 63645 


I'm 11 years old and like to roller 
skate, read new books, and talk 
about cats. 
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REPORTER J 
S REGISTRATION 
FORM. 


Attention! All our ace reporters . . . 


We have another big job for you . . . FOOD! 
That's right. The 1985 Pathfinder Camporee 
at Camp Hale, Colorado, is only a few short 
months away. We want to know how you're 
getting ready to feed all those hungry 
mouths in your club. Just whet your appetite 
and answer the questions below. Then cut 
out this form and send it to: 

NETWORK, Pathfinder Magazine 

55 West Oak Ridge Drive 
Hagerstown, Maryland 21740 
mmuamaHEE BESBEREEEERERE 


Name. ..— 
Address 
Age 


Club name 


What's your club's favorite food for camping? 


Who is your designated club cook? Age 

Is there anyone in your club who can flip a pancake the 
old-fashioned way—in the pan without using a spatula? 

How many pounds oí food do you think your club will be 
taking to the Camporee? 10 pounds? 100 pounds? 


More? " 
On a separate sheet of paper tell us the most unusual meal you 
ever ate on a campout . . . in the rain. 


"a eee 


Send me the following Bible computer games. 
Title Computer Version Disk Tape Price 
ni 


O Payment O Visa Card No. 
enclosed MasterCard Expires 


Subtotal 
| (Please print) Add Sales Tax 
k where applicable 
1 Postage and 

handling 

Total 


Why? We want to help your club get 
ready for Camp Hale. Plus it's our 
way of introducing the new official 
NAD PATHFINDER magazine. 

We're excited about it. Colorful pages 
packed with adventure stories, 
FIGGERIDOWTS, CLUBCRAFTS, 
and more. 

How can you make sure you don't 
miss a single issue after the 
camporee? Fill out this coupon and 
give it to your club leader today. 
Keep PATHFINDER Coming at You 
* Made possible by the Review and Herald 


Name 
Address 
City 


Club 


State 


Iwant to keep 
PATHFINDER 
coming. 


Zip 


